THE RAPE OF LyCRECE. 

The ayme of all is but to ttOurfe the life, 

V V ith honor, wealth, and eafe in wainyng age: 
And in this ayme there is fuch thwarting ftrife, 

That one for all, or all for one we gage: 

As life for honour, in fell battailes rage. 

Honor for wealth, and oft that wealth doth coft 
The death of all, and altogether loft. 

• ) 

So that in ventring ill, we leaue to be 
The things we are, for that which we exped : 

And this ambitious foule infirmitie, 

In hauing much torments vs with defcd 
Ofthat we haue: Co then we doe negled 
The thing we haue, and all for want of wit, 

Make fomething nothing, by augmenting it. 

Such hazard now muft doting T arqjin make, 
Pawning his honor to obtainehis luft. 

And for himfelfe, himfelfe he muft forfake. 

• ■’Then where is truth if there be no felfe- truft? 

5 When fhall he thinke to find a ftranger iuft, 

* When he him felfe, himfelfe confounds, betraies, 
'•To fclandrous tongues & wretched hateful daies? 

Now 
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Now ftole vppon the time the dead ofnight, 

V V hen heauie fleecp had clofd vp mortall eyes, 
No comfortable ftarre did lend his light, 
Nonoifebut Owles, &wolues death-boding cries: 
N ow ferues the feafon that they may lurprife 

The fillie Lambes, pure thoughts are dead & ftill, 
While Luft and Murder wakes to ftaine and kill. 

And now thisluftfull Lord leapt from his bed. 
Throwing his mantle rudely ore his armc, 

Is madly toft betwecne defire and dredj 
Th’one fweetely flatters, th’otherfearethharme, 

But honeft feare,bewicht with luftes foule charme. 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire, 

Beaten away by braincficke rude defire. 

- His Faulchon on a flint he foftJy finiteth, 

That from the could ftonefparkes of fire doe flie, 

V V hereat a waxen torch forthwith he lightetb, 
Which muft be lodeftarre to his luftfull eye. 

And to the flame thus fpeakes aduifcdliej 

As from this cold flint I enforft this fire, 

So L v c r*£ c e muft Iforce to my aefire. 
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